Conveniently located within 100 miles of four major cities is a large private meat packing company 
called Suffrage Farms. Suffrage Farms is a Mennonite Colony that not only processes meat but raises, 
fattens and finishes stock as well as butchering, packaging and marketing its product both locally and 
world-wide. If you have never heard of Suffrage Farms, well, that's not all that surprising. They market 
a very knish product that only a very tiny portion of the population consumes. That market contains 
many of the wealthiest people in the world, however, and they are willing to pay tremendous prices for 
what Suffrage Farms has to sell and what Suffrage Farms sells is human meat. 


That's right! I said HUMAN MEAT. No matter how much the fabulously rich would 3 
like you and I to believe that they are just like the rest of us, they're always searching "Y 
for ways to show how they are above us, can control us and rule over us. They tend í 
to keep this hidden from the general public but, among themselves, anything that sets 
them apart from those they consider to be below their social status is a mark of why m$ 
they ought to be counted among the rich and powerful. One of the latest trends, of 
the upper 10% is demonstrating privilege of eating human flesh. 


Cannibalism is a taboo, among human civilizations, that extends back into antiquity. Socially, it was 
considered, counter-productive to the expansion of the populations of societies and was often labeled as 
a sin against the creators and a crime against mankind. At the same time, however, certain, privileged 
members of each communities, where permitted to commit these acts, (priests, witch doctors and 
shamans), as a sign of the fact that they where favored by the gods. These acts where, most often, 
referred to as human sacrifices. Of course, worshiping the Gods has fallen out of favor, in recent times, 


but the act of demonstrating your position of power and control over 
those beneath you has never lost favor. These days, the advantaged 
show their dominance over their fellow human beings with displays 
of wealth and demonstrations of the fact that they are not to be ruled 
by the laws and restraints that constrain those who are beneath their 
z=, status. Of course, they have no desire to prove their superiority to 
AN those beneath them. That would be stooping to the level of the 

= minions. No..., their efforts to prove themselves are targeted toward 
those they deem to be their equals or even, perhaps, their betters. 


Thus, cannibalism has made its appearance, once again, as one more way to show that some folks are 
so powerful that they truly ARE above the law. This trend all began with a powerful, shipping magnet 


who just happened to have a taste for human flesh and the incredible abilities to allow 
him to pull of the horrendous acts of kidnapping, murder, and cannibalism necessary 
to satisfy his cravings. Being the commercial entrepreneur that he was, however, it did 7 
not take long for him to realize that he could take his unique talents and skills and turn 
them towards making a significant profit. 


It wasn't pursuit of wealth, or the desire to prove himself, to his peers, that set him on 
this course, however. When one becomes as powerful as Andre Levoue, one no longer 
feels the need to prove oneself to ANYBODY. What drove Andre was his instinctive 
cravings for self gratification. By enlarging his operation, he could gain access to a greater quantity, 
and variety of human flesh and reduce the amount of personal effort that he, himself, had to put into 
acquiring his victims. 


Thus, like all good business men, he hatched a 

plan and skillfully put it into action, step-by- C. Xar g lourtiure 
step. First he began by starting up a very small We are, simply, the finest dinning establishment in town. 
but extremely expensive restaurant in a large ake Saa Staff CASO Ee 


city. The prices were so high that only the right 
clientele would be able to afford to patronize it, 
the very rich. He hired, only the finest staff, 
including fancy waiters, waitresses, kitchen staff, | 
and chefs. The whole affair cost a pretty penny WN RESTAURANT 
and might very well fail and lose everything, but ote spi toasts eS 
then this amounted to mere pocket change to ak Ea H ba , a 
Andre Levoue. Just the adventure of seeing if it 
would work, or not, was worth the investment. 


J 
| 
Servings ‘In All Sizes 
Whether your appetite is big 
or small, Our serving come in 


A 


Gormet Soup y 


made with only the 
tastiest ingrediants. 


When the desired customers arrived, would 
Levoue sit down and have a one-on-one 
conversation with each new patron. Now, HERE 
is where Andre's unique talents came is very 
handy. You see, Andre Levoue has always had 
the unique ability to influence the thoughts of 
those around him. It is no accident of fate that he © 
became such a successful business man. It ; 
wouldn't have mattered what line of commerce 
Andre could have chose to go into. He would have succeeded in any endeavor that involved dealing 
with people. You see Andre can literally program your mind by overwriting your own thoughts with 
his. They say that hypnotism can not make you do things you wold never do, but what Levoue does is 
not hypnotism. He actually trains you brain to act and respond in whatever fashion he desires and he 
has gotten so good at this that it seems to require no effort at all, on his part, to do this. He would 
proceed to lay the seed of a thought that cannibalism ought to be allowed among-st the wealthy, and 
indeed, that it would be a desirable and enjoyable means of acquiring one's preferred nourishment. 
Then he would offer up a menu, available only to the most selective clientele. This menu, offered 
various dishes featuring human meat, ranging from select morsels to even human carcasses served 
intact. Of course, most clients preferred the smaller, more manageable dishes but the very presence of 
the more exotic items added excitement and to the eagerness of the client to partake in a meal off this 
menu. 


‘We make dinning into an 
unparalleled adventure. 


Once customers dinned on human flesh, they would be certain to become semi-regular or even regular 
clients of the restaurant. It was emphasized, to each dinner, of the necessity to keep the special nature 
of the establishment a secret as this WAS a taboo activity, after all, and nobody wanted a bunch of 
lower-crust tourists attending the restaurant and spoiling the whole atmosphere with their common 
presence. They were, however, encouraged, to recommend the restaurant to their wealthy friends. It 
was, after all, a fine dinning establishment. 


As the business model of this restaurant, proved itself successful, Levoue opened up other such 
establishments in other cities as well. The money was rolling in, hand-over-fist. There was one 
problem, however. Where could he source the specialized meat, required to furnish the menu's of 
several dinning establishments and how on earth could he manage these business AND acquire said 
meat. Obviously, he could not, but he had already planned for this. He trained manages to operate the 
restaurants and any, potentially, new customers had to schedule an interview with him. So selective 
where these posh restaurants that you had to meet a rigorous social standard to be allowed access to the 
premises. This would allow Andre to spend more time at the other points of the whole business plan. 


At the same time he was setting up his first restaurant, Andre Levoue was making arrangements to set 
up a meat processing plant, as well. This, however, would not JUST be a meat packing facility. The 
operation would also raise, fatten and finish the animals, necessary to process within the plant. Even 
with multiple restaurants the extremely small number of clients ensured that the plant, furnishing the 
meat, did not have to be overly 
massive in scale. This was a good 
thing as the combination of raising — 
the livestock and processing it, all on EZY Meats ss: 
the same grounds, meant that a large Si F 

amount of space would be required ufri age arms 
in spite of the low number of RE: oe 
carcasses that would be processed. 4 ~ PA C K I N G C0 
Considering that the carcasses, being /\™=aeimmmnmmmanialiees babies 
processed, where human beings, 
Andre didn't want to raise a lot of 
local attention to his activities there- 
in. He would need, a relatively large 
amount of space located somewhere 
out in the country, away from, but 
close to several reliable sources of 
livestock (i.e. human beings), and a 
workforce or skilled livestock 
handlers and butchers whom could 
be controlled and trusted to maintain 
the secrets of the facilities they 
worked within. 


All Great Business Men Start With An Idea And Set About To Ruthlessly Make It Work. 


The location he chose, for his new meat processing plant was, of all things, a Mennonite Colony. When 
you think about it, it makes perfect sense. A colony is large and equipped with all the most modern 
facilities and tools. They contain workers of every skill and they maintain plenty of trade with the 
outside area, while enforcing a heavy level of seclusion and isolation from the rest of the world. Also, 


their dominant, religious dogma, made their minds all the more easily programmed and ridged rules of 
separation and secrecy simpler to enforce. As there was always construction and expansion of 
commercial activities, going on, with the colony grounds, nobody questioned when the board of colony 
elders authorized the building of a gigantic, steel, livestock barn off to the outer T edge of the main, 
colony yard. Inside the building they put up partitions to divide the - 

meat processing end of the building from the larger, livestock pens. ` 
These pens where designed for the housing and raising of human 
beings. All of this activity was all carried out withing the new barn 
and out of sight of the majority of residents of the colony. The 
building itself was furnished, in its parts, by the local, metal 
buildings manufacturer, but was assemble on the colony grounds, 
by members of the colony itself. This raised no suspicions, from 
the nearby farms and communities, because this was how these 
things were always done by Mennonites. 


Andre Levoue was, himself, not a Mennonite and thus not a member of the colony in question. He had 
no official say as to the policies of the colony or it's endeavors. Getting an audience with the head men 
of the colony, however, was easy to arrange and once he was able to meet with them, convincing them 
to allow his plant to be built on their properties was simple. He just swayed their minds. The rest of the 
colony was not informed that Levoue was actually in charge. They were simply told that the elders felt 
that this was a wise and profitable investment for the colony. Once the facilities were completed, 
workers, from the colony where interviewed to select those with the desired skills to work in the plant. 
The first to be selected were the ones that had helped build the structure. Andre did all of the interviews 
and, very carefully, mentally programmed the Mennonite hands not only as to what they would be 
doing but, also, how how they would view their work and its moral consequences. He made sure that 
aed would only speak of the fact that they handled or butchered livestock and that they never spoke of 
z the fact that livestock was human, even to other members of the colony not directly 
S9 qvorking within the facilities. 


[stock would only be seen by the workers within the plant. The remaining colonists 
where gathered together for several large community meetings, to be informed of the 
plant's existence and function, leaving out the fact that the animals, processed by the 
plant, where all human beings. Andre attended these meetings, as well, and 
A programmed these people so that they would not approach the meat processing plant 
ME and would not ask any questions about it. They would simply accept it for what it was 
and assume that it was just another endeavor of the colony and of no interest to them. 
The women of the colony attended separate meetings, with Levoue, where he 
programmed them to see the processing plant from a more religious perspective. The building would 
give off a dark and disturbing sensation to these colonists and they would steadfastly, refuse to go 
anywhere near it, even if their husband or any of their sons worked within it. These understandings, by 
the general population of the colony, would maintain the secrecy of what was going on, within the 
facility itself. 


The livestock animals, (mostly women and children), are trucked in from the various, large cities from 
the surrounding region. They back their semi-trailers up against a partially enclosed, loading dock and 
herd the women and children down a cattle-ramp into the livestock end of the barn. The colonists have 
been told that this was all part of the meat plant's operation and they pay no heed to the semi-regular 
traffic of transport trucks, of all sizes. By the time the demand for larger quantities of human meat were 


required, by Levoue's restaurants, the meat farm and packing plant was 
already up and running and gradually ramping up its production 
numbers. Andre's processing problems were all taken care of. 


Sourcing The Livestock. 


Of course, it's all very fine to have a restaurant that sells human meat and a supplier to process and 
package human meat, but where are you going to get all this human meat? Well that is why Suffrage 
Farms is located where it is. The Mennonite Colony where Suffrage Farms was built is situated, pretty 
much smack-dab in the center of a roughly square parcel of territory with four major cities, each 
anchoring one of each corner of that territory. At any given time, Andre can take a semi-truck to any 
one of these cities or even go farther afield, if he wishes, and gather up a trailer load of women and 
children to deliver to the plant for fattening and butcher. Of course they aren't being taken their 
voluntarily, but with Andre's unique abilities, it's not so difficult to enter a school, collage, church or 
business and simply grab all of the best candidates for butcher, and herd them into the back of the 
truck. It's ironic, but most of the women and children he harvests are from the upper or middle class 
population of the towns that he raids. These are usually the healthiest and tenderest morsels, available 
for selection, and thus it turns out that the customers of Andre's restaurants may, actually, be eating 
members of their own families and peers. The wealthiest folks, it turns out, are so wealthy that they 
will only eat the rich. Of course, most of the others don't realize this but the few who do, are actually so 
twisted that they relish this fact and do so with full acceptance of their actions. 


The product, distributed by Suffrage Farms, is not only sold to these 
specialized restaurants in these cities but their meat is sourced from the 
same cities as well. Therefore, it is not impossible that the dinners of 
these establishments might well be eating someone that they know or 
even might be related to. The customer is not, in most cases, told the 
name of the person who supplied the cuts of meat that they are eating. 
That would usually be impossible to keep track of anyway but in the Sf 


case of some, very favored, customers, a special request for a specific RY (/ 
donor, (eh... victim), can be requested for a premium price. These FH i, 
special meals have to be ordered, and payed for, in advance to allow WOLZ 


time for the person, or persons, to be harvested, shipped and prepared 
for the customer's meal. Only the VERY wealthy customer could afford 
such a special meal. An example of one such customer would be Brenda 
Chambers. 


D aee likes to dine on young women and children and she has quite a 
humongous appetite. Brenda is a regular customer of Levoue's 
OF, Æ restaurant. She is such a valued diner that she can request special 
orders including fresh, LIVE meat which she like to swallow whole! 
on YOU? Now I could go through the bother of explaining how she does this but 
if you've read many of my previous stories then you'll know all about 
Brenda. If you haven't, then SHAME ON YOU! Go back and read 
some of these excellent vore stories. This story is not about Brenda, 
however, but is about Andre Levoue's unique enterprise of harvesting, 
processing and selling of human meat. We will only use Brenda as an 
example of how Suffrage Farms operates. 


a 
A 


C 


Selection & Acquisition 


ad livestock that they prefer 

. includes only the healthiest of 
<-j4 young women and children. 
c Women are the preferred adult 
zt livestock because their meat 


\ content, which makes the cuts 
tenderer and more favorable. Children of both sexes are acceptable 
Pic ` h pecause their fat content is also high. Boys, 


gets grainier as they reach thet es years, so only girls are harvested 
beyond the age of eleven or twelve. On the rare occasion, as mentioned 
earlier, a customer may request a specific carcass, (eh... person), to be 
harvested. Brenda has requested a young college student to be butchered for 
a special meal. The young lady, in question, is named Sandra Flemitt. Her 
parents are good friends of Brenda and over the years she has noticed how 
nicely Sandra's young body has developed as she has grown up. Although 
she is a very close friend of Sandra's mother, she simply cant resist the urge 
to eat her dear friend's daughter and has made a special request to have the 
young woman served to her, at the restaurant. This shouldn't cause any 
trouble because Sandra's parents will never know what became of their 
daughter and certainly would NEVER suspect Brenda of having eaten her. 
And so we have a prey to be harvested. No doubt, there will be several 
others collected on this one hunting trip but, in an effort to follow the steps 
of acquiring, processing and serving human meat, through the Suffrage 
Farms enterprise, we will follow Sandra's journey to the meat processing 
plant, though its butcher lines and all the way to her serving table. 


Surprise Is Always The Secret To Success. 
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Sandra exits the women's dorm, as she 
makes her way to her first class of the 
day. What course is she taking? Well it 
\| doesn't matter because she will never 
4) make it there as two gentlemen await 
| her outside the residence. They have 
carefully noted Sandra's daily habits, 
the route she always takes to class, and 
where she will be alone so that they 
: can take her without being seen. An 
P inconspicuous, cargo van is parked 

œ- along a deserted ally, and as Sandra 
turns into the side street and passes the 


C 


van, the two men step out from behind it and grab her from behind. A rag, soaked with chloroform, is 
pressed over her mouth and nostrils and, as she struggles in confusion and desperation, she quickly 
loses consciousness without even being able to cry out for help. 


When she finally comes too she finds herself lying, face down, 
in the back of the semi-dark, moving, cargo van with her hands 
and feet hogtied behind her back. There are several other 
squirming bodies in there as well. She can't see who they are 
and it hardly matters to here. All that matters is why she is in 
this predicament and who would do this to here. Amazingly, 
the van stops several more times as other people are tossed into 
the back in the same state as her. At this time, she has no idea #4 
what's happening or why these people have kidnapped her and WẸ 
it is probably for the best that she doesn't know. She is already 
panicked enough and if she knew what they actually planed to 
do to her she'd probably piss herself. 


A Rather Unceremonious Welcome! 


The two men pull into the yard of the Mennonite Colony and back up to the 
unloading bay of the Suffrage Farms, meat processing plant. Suddenly the 
"rear doors of the cargo van are flung open and several large, burly men 
begin grabbing the hogtied contents of the cargo area and carry them into 
the receiving area of the plant. As Sandra is hoisted into the arms of a 
complete stranger, she is taken into one of the many meat pens. Once all of 
the captives are inside the doors are closed and these men leave. 


Sandra, finally, sitting in an upright position 
can finally see her fellow captives. There are 
four young women and about six children. 
They are all tied up, just like her, and 
everybody looks scared and confused. Both 
children and adults are crying and pleading 
for help just like Sandra. There is nothing but 
straw on the floor and several drinking 
fountains mounted on steel posts, along the 
wall. There are no windows and only one dim 
light-bulb that barely lights up the medium 
sized room. There is only one exit and it 
appears to be locked. Beyond that, as Sandra 
can recall, there was a short hallway with yet 
another set of locked doors. This way, if any 
of the prisoners managed to escape their 
bonds and got through the first set of doors, they'd be unable to progress any farther as they came up to 
the second set of secured doors. Someone doesn't want anybody to get out of this room! Why is she 
here? What are they gonna do to her??? 


From Bad To Worse! 


After a few moments pass several huge young men enter the pen and Sandra 
here's the door locks click behind them. Maybe, at last, she can learn why she 
is here! Several women cry out that their parents are wealthy and they can't 
be treated like this! They demand to be released right away! Sandra is silent, 
all these girls belong to well to do families..., like her? Then this must be a 
hostage thing. She decides it would be best not to make waves. Just let them 
make their ransom requests and hope for the best. Her parents will pay, 
surely! But then things begin to unravel in a completely unpredictable way. 
The men begin to strip out of their cloths. The men appear to all be very 
sexually stimulated. As Sandra gasps and goes white as a sheet, she notices | 
something else about her fellow captives. They are all female and very pretty. |f 
Surely they wouldn't rape their captives if they planned to return them to 


their families, unharmed, after receiving a ransom? WHAT”S HAPPENING HERE??? 
\y a Without uttering a word of explanation, the first man squats over teenage girl 
Pina begins to forcibly undress her. Now the room is filled with screams of 
y terror. The demands for release are quickly replaced by please for piy These 
men, however seem utterly unmoved by the cries for f~~" 
@) mercy. As the girl's panties are yanked down around 
d her knees, she is rolled over onto her belly and the 
3 man proceeds to shove his stiff penis into her 
“Nasshole. The child screams in agony and Sandra is 
filled with horror. How could anybody do that to a child, and up the ass, at 
that. The room fills with the screams of terror, as Sandra looks away from the |% 
horrific scene. But even as she does she sees the other men move toward 
other captives, in the pen, and proceed to do the same. This is unthinkable! It 
is a nightmare! No, it is worse than a nightmare! It's real! 


Somehow, Sandra is spared the first round of sexual assaults but eventually a man 

_ j comes to her and she knows that her turn has arrived. Nobody, in this room, is going to 

į} be spared an assault. In a way, she envied the first of these men's victims. They, at least 
did not know what was going to happen to them. She, on the other-hand had to wait her 
turn, all the while anticipating the pain and humiliation she was about to receive. Her 
felt the rough hand grab the waist of her jogging pants as he griped them and her panties 
in one grasp. The he yanked them down over her hips with such violence that she 
thought that he was going to rip her abdomen 
apart. Then one hand grasped her left 
shoulder, tightly, and swung her over on her 
belly and... well it's hard to remember what 
happened next. Perhaps it was the shock, or 
the pain, or the utter humiliation but Sandra 
lost consciousness and when she came about 
she was stark naked and chained to a steel 
post along wall of the pen. A collar, locked 
around her neck, was attached to the chain in 
such a way as to ensure that she could not free herself, as she 
lay, sprawled, among-st the straw. Every muscle in her body 


ached and her anus was on fire. She had a tremendous belly ache and she could not manage to stop 
weeping. She was not the only one! Even the youngest of the children had blood stains down their 
thighs. “Oh GOD!, What are they going to DO to us?!?” 


Over the next few days, more women and children where deposited 


where stripped and chained to the posts along the wall of the room. 
Fortunately, those already chained up suffered no more sexual 
assaults. As many as three captives where chained to each post. One 
could get water from the drinking fountains attached to each post. 
Twice a day men brought bowels of a warm meat paste to the pen 
for the captives to eat. Anyone who refused the gruel was beaten 
until everybody ate all the food that they had been given. No one 
explained what they had been brought here for. They where simply 
waiting..., but waiting for what? The guards came in one day with a large set of pliers and proceeded to 
pierce her nostril with them. Then they mounted a blue tag on the ring. All of this was done without the 
use of an anesthetic. Sandra screamed and pleaded and screamed but they showed no mercy in 
preforming this deed. Two of the other girls also got their noses pierced, as well, only they both got red 
tags. Nobody explained what they where meant for. They just punched the hole in her nose and 
snapped a nose ring into it, with a tag. 


The End Of The Line, Starts At The Beginning Of The Line! 


Time passes slowly, when you don't have a watch or any idea if it is day or night. It could have been a 
week, or only three days, but the guards finally came to collect their prisoners. They must have 
received their ransom because the captives where all being unchained from their posts and herded out 
the exit of the cell. Sandra could have swore that the passage turned left after the second door but now 
it turned right. She noticed that the wall on her left was mounted on hinges and locked into place. It 
seems that they where not exiting by the same rout that they came in by. The two young women, with 
blue tags, where kept back in the pen while everybody else moved through the security doors and down 
the hallway. What ever the red tag meant, Sandra exited the pen with the others. 


Up ahead, she heard the unpleasant noise of electric saws and other 
loud equipment. On each side of the line of prisoners, every so far 
along, was a guard who carried a short steel rod. If a girl faltered, or 
tried to turn around, the guard would jab her with the rod and it's tip 
would compress and give the captive a hard, electric shock. This 
would cause the girl to scream, in pain, and surge forward to get 
away from the rod. Apparently, where-ever they where headed, they 
where NOT to turn back. Eventually, the line of women came to 
almost a complete halt. The line would pause and then move forward 
| again, after ten or fifteen seconds. The hall took a sharp, 65 degree 
turn to the right with the two girls, at the front of the line, 
disappearing from site. Then you'd hear screams and the awful sound 
f that damned electric rod emitting another crackling sound. One of 
he screams would suddenly morph into a grown or grunt. And the 
‘line would move forward again as another girl would advance and 
disappear around the corner. Then there would be two girls 
screaming again. Sandra wounder what could be waiting around that bend and why the screams came 


to such a sudden, end. 


As she arrived at the bend in the hallway, she decided 
_ __|that she'd just as soon not know what was going on 
Mae, ahead. She dug in her heals and tried to turn about 
| a ace. One of the guards gave her a real painful jolt, 
ith that prod of his, and she surged around the 
M corner, just in time to see another guard grab the girl 
Í ahead of her, by a handful of hair and press the 
shocking prod up against the back of her skull, and 
|Sandra saw the girl arch her back and shriek. No 
“sooner had she did this when her scream chocked off 

and she gave out with a low grunt and fell forward 

over a precipice, head-first, onto a steal slide that descended 

onto a large wooden table, below. She could see a man in 
overalls, standing at that table, as he rolled another girl 
off the table and onto a conveyor belt that carried her 

, jaway. Her body was twitching and jerking but, 
© |otherwise, lay motionless. As the girl ahead of Sandra 
tumbled onto the table the man grasped shock of her 
hair and dragged her all the way across the table and 
rolled her onto her belly. Even as he did this she could 
see a pool of yellow fluid forming between her kicking. 
The young woman had clearly lost control of her bodily 
fluids. 


, Lifting her hair off the back of her neck, the man took a thin, three inch wide, 

“ knife with a sharp point and proceeded to press it up against the base of her skull, 
Rat a 75 degree angle and then shoved it up into the base of her cranium. The blade 

“was so sharp and thin that it peer-iced her skin and slide easily up inside her skull, 

x ‘all the way to the base of the handle. The jerking, young woman did not seem to 


y rA p take notice of this until he grasped 


motion, as well. Suddenly, the 
woman's head lifted and her eyes 
snapped wide open and she began pounding her fists and 
lifting her belly off the table. Her legs kick frantically and 
rs piss sprayed into the air. This continued 
for about two and-a-half turns of the 
knife handle. So frantic was her 
struggle that the man had to press her 
1) belly back down onto the table, with 
\W his free hand. Then, as as quickly as 
her resistance had began, it came to an 


eyes clouded over and gazed up towards Sandra with an empty glazed stare. 


“OH SHIT!*”, thought Sandra, 
as she realized what that knife 
had done. It had reduced that 
woman's brain into a a soup-like 
concoction. They say that the 
brain has no pain censers but, 
sure as hell, the rest of her body 
-Nhad more than enough that she 

— must have suffered unthinkable 
agony if those last three or four seconds. “NO! 
SHIT NO!!!”, she screamed. “Your NOT doing that to 
Mmmm-ahugh!” Somewhere in the back of Sandra's mind 
she could have swore that she smelled something burning. 
) | Everything went dark and her knees buckled as she fell 
Y forward, onto the slide, and careened sideways down the 
$ chute and landed on the hard surface of the bloody table with |, 
a great, “Ooohfff...” Once again, the man took Sandra in f 
Shand, by her hair, and rolled her over onto her belly. 


‘Y= Farther down the conveyor belt, the woman, who had been 

SR > ahead of Sandra, arrived at the next station, where a large, 

S beefy woman wrapped her thick arm around her neck and i 

~ lifted her head off the belt and proceeded to slice through her 

` throat, with a butcher knife. As it finally came free of her we 
NN i NRE / shoulders, the the fat lady set it in a passing head-pan which 

an LA ( A Jp Ws a carried it off to be processed, elsewhere. The rest of the 
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young woman's remains continued on down the conveyor belt 
{ to be gutted, cleaned and sliced up into various cuts of meat. 
hy, / Her head gazed up from the head-pan, her cheeks wet with 
fresh tears and her tongue draped from the right corner of her mouth, dripping warm 
saliva. 


Through a fog of red, Sandra saw all of this but could not 
grasp its meaning. In fact she was so disorientated that she 
could not remember even her own desperate plight as the 
huge man lifted her long locks of hair and rested the razor 
sharp tip of his knife at the base of her skull. The blade was 
so sharp that she hardly even noticed any pain as he shoved 
it all, the way up to the handle, into her brain-pan. The 
moment he began twisting the knife, inside her head however, she experienced excruciating agony. 
Every muscle in her body responded at the same time, each receiving powerful, random, Electra- 
chemical signals that caused them to jerk and clench, 
uncontrollably. As she wriggled about on the table. At the 
same time it was as if she was seeing colorful fireworks 
displays going off in the dark. Each twist of the knife set off 
another round of rockets in her head until they finally ceased 
Aand her suffering came to an abrupt end. She only gave of a 


few, token jerking movements and then relaxed, once more. She would have 
been grateful that it was all over, if she could have been aware of the fact but, 
of course, she was dead. The man rolled her over, onto the conveyor belt, 
which carried her down the line towards the fat woman at the next table. 
When she arrived at the next station, however, the woman noted the her blue § 
tag in and rolled her onto a different conveyor to be carried off to another part| < 
of the meat plant. 


The blue tag, indicated that the carcass was a special order and was to be gutted and cleaned intact, that 
is with her head and limbs all, still attached. This is how Brenda had requested her. She was to be 
served like a salmon, in and expensive restaurant. She wanted to be able to gaze into the glazed eyes of 
her best friend's daughter, as she devoured her. It would be a more enjoyable eating experience, 
knowing that this woman, whom had dined with Brenda on many occasions, was now offering up her 
very own meat for Brenda's personal dinning pleasure. Brenda was, no doubt, a ruthless and inhuman 
person to befriend. She considered Everybody, and I do mean EVERYONE, as hers to be dined upon, if 
she felt the urge to do so. Of course she never told anybody else this. By the time you figured it out, it 
didn't matter anymore. Sandra never knew the reason why she had been taken, and her parents would 
never know how she died or at who's request. Sandra's mother would 
remain best friends with Brenda for the rest of her life, without ever 
learning of the terrible betrayal of her daughter's life. 


Once Sandra's body was gutted and cleaned, her carcass was loaded 
into a meat van and delivered to the restaurant to be prepared for 
Brenda's dinning pleasure. 


The Special Guest Arrives For The Dinning Engagement! 


The delivery van arrived at the back of Levoue's high-class dinning establishment, in Boston, that 
evening. There was only one package on board. Usually these deliveries contained a week's worth of 
meat for the restaurant's regular customers but, on occasion, a special delivery would arrive to to fill a 
Special request. In this case the request was for a personal order 
made by Brenda Chambers. She asked for a special order for one, 
fully intact serving by the name of Sandra Flemitt. The truck's 
soul passenger was removed from the cooler box, of the cargo 
van,, in a body bag and carried into the restaurant's walk-in cooler 
and was removed from the sack and set out onto a stainless steel, 
preparation table. Lying face down on the table, Sandra appeared 
to be asleep, if somewhat pale in color. The light frosting of ice crystals that adorned her ass was the 
only visible sign that showed that the woman was dead. She had only expired eight hours ago and her 
dinning appointment was little more than a few hours away. Brenda had been informed that her order 
would arrive today and her meal would be ready for dinning at six pm sharp. In the in-term, Sandra had 
to be cleaned, stuffed and roasted. Levoue's Restaurant had a highly experienced serving staff and a 
Five-Star chef to prepare the meal. The restaurant guaranteed that this would be a superb and unique 
dinning experience that would be well worth the exorbitant price and the wait. 


Suffrage Farms 


-PACKING C9 


Monsieur LeCleft steps into the cooler to take a look at his next masterpiece. As usual Brenda has 
chosen a fine cut of meat. Large breasts, and a nice, full ass. Not too much fat but just enough to bring 
out the exquisite flavor of a young woman's flesh. A slight convex belly and soft facial features 
including nice, full lips and a pert nose. Other than having her innards removed, the carcass is 


~~ complete, including the eyeballs, tongue, brain, reproductive 
organs and the anus. Brenda knew what she was doing when she 
ordered that carcass complete. Many, high-class diners would 
have been excited to devour a fine piece of ass like this, or would 
have settled on her ripe young 

Sa sm breasts, but Brenda knows that 
these smaller organs, if cooked 
correctly, are individually 
considered as sought-after delicacies, and LeCleft is a master at 
preparing these tidbits as delicious morsels. He instructs the kitchen 
helpers to roll Sandra's preparation table out of the cooler and into the 
kitchen to prep for cooking. 
He has the girl's entire body, 
carefully washed and her private parts shaved of all her 
pubic hair. Her armpits must be shaved, as well, but he 
leaves her long hair as he knows that appearance is just as 
important to the dinner as is texture and flavor. Brenda takes 
§ pleasure in eating young women so she will want her meal to 
look her best. 


The Preparation Goes Into A Truly Magnificent Meal. 


Once the body is prepped, he starts by removing her head, from her shoulders, cutting through the 
neck, just below the chin. The cut is made perfectly clean so as not to tear y : 
up the girls lovely throat. Then he takes a special cutting device, rubber 
rollers and clamps it around the young woman's head, just above her 
eyebrows. She seems to stair right up at him, with her eyes rolled back in 
her head so that they appear completely white. He lifts her long locks of 
hair, out of the way and turns the device in circles, around her skull. With 
each rotation, the device's cutting blade slices through the skin of her head, 
and then into the bone matter of her head. Every rotation cuts deeper into 
the skull until the cap of her head, suddenly comes free of the lower portion 
; of her skull. This done, he removes the clamp of 
the device and sets it aside for the kitchen staff to take away and wash up. 
Lifting the cap, of Sandra's skull, free of her head he exposes the contents of 
her cranium. Utilizing a special spoon he scrapes along the inside of her 
brain-pan removing all cartilage that attaches her brain to the insides of her 
skull. Then he scoops her brains out of her head and dumps them into an 
appropriately sized cooking pot that has all-already had a sauce, consisting 
of butter and chives poured into it. Now he rolls the whole brain, over and 
over in the pot, marinating it in the sauce. If you've never eaten human brain 
! meat, before, you are really missing something special. Of course, prepared 
by a five-star chef, a nice serving of a woman's brains would make anyone's mouth water. Then the pot 
is placed over a gas, stove element to cook. Naturally the contents of the pot are periodically rolled 
over, in the pot, to keep Sandra's brain from burning as it sautes. The eyeballs will be cooked, in the 
traditional fashion, still in her eye sockets. The tongue, however, must be removed, so LeCleft Parts her 
lips and shoves his hand fully into her mouth, dislocating her jaws so that he may reach all the way into 
the back of her mouth and grasp the tongue in his fist, by it's base. Then giving it a firm twist, he 
proceeds to rip it out of her mouth. This is necessary as the tongue, itself can not be cooked at the same 


temperature as the rest of Sandra's head, as that would ruin a fine delicacy by over cooking it. the 
tongue will be cooked and served, almost, blue rare. That is to say it will be only slightly cooked and 
will be be served separately, along side Sandra's head. Carefully, he resets Sandra's jaws so there is no 
sign that they have ever been dislocated. The lips are closed so you don't notice the absence of Sandra's 
tongue. 


Now the chef proceeds to butter The young woman's entire body. Extra 
care is taken to stuff Sandra's sexual parts with the same kind sauce that 
LeCleft sauteed Sandra's brains in. Her womb and vagina are filled to 
capacity with a soft, cool pudding of butter and chives and fresh bread 
crusts. So too is her anus, and bowels, crammed with the same 
concoction. This is done by taking hand-full after hand-full of this thick, 
gooey concoction and each fist full up her asshole as well as her cunt and 
uterus, until all of her inner cavities are stuffed with butter. This will not 
only add to the flavor of her meat, but will keep these delicate part from 
burning and drying out, while she roasts. Once 
fully stuffed, Sandra is carefully laid out in a huge 
roaster, with her head placed between her knees, 
and with the lid clamped down, she is slide into the 
massive oven to slow cook, at a medium 
temperature, over five or six hours. A chef NEVER + 
rushes his masterpiece. 


When the roaster is pulled out of the oven, and the lid lifted off, steam 
rises from the slightly browned body of its contents. The Chef removes 
the head and refills Sandra's brain chamber with her sauteed brain meat. 
The rich scent of rare cooked brains wafts up with her skull acting as a 
serving bowl. Then he carefully replaces the top her hear, sealing the 
fragrance of fresh cooked brains within, Sandra is delicately lifted from FY 
the roaster and laid, upon her backside, on a huge, silver, serving platter |W 
with her legs parted and her knees positioned so that her legs are folded 
upright to properly display her pink, cunt meat. Then her head is placed 
between her legs so that the diner may gaze into the wide, pink, tinged 
eyes of her lovely, tear streaked face. A beautiful, silver, domed lid is 
placed over the tray to keep the delicious aromas of Sandra's roasted 
flesh trapped around her. She is ready to served. 


A Great Dinning Experience Requires That No Details Can Be Left Undone. 


As the time of the dinning reservation approaches the members of the serving 
staff becomes very nervous. One of them will be selected to serve the restaurant's 
most prestigious costumers and there MUST BE NO MISTAKES. One error 
might ruin ALL of Chef LeCleft's careful preparations and NOBODY wants the 
Chef to lose his temper with them. Even more concerning is the possibility that 
Brenda might not be satisfied with the service and might take her anger out upon 
the waitress. When this has occurred, in the past, if Brenda wasn't completely full 
after the meal she has devoured the server, whole and alive, as a second serving. 
In order to ensure that their wealthiest customer will not leave the facilities 
dissatisfied, certain precautions have been made. First, the server is always a 


small, lovely, young woman who is selected so as not to be too filling, as Brenda will have already 
eaten a substantial meal, and second, she will be dressed in a pretty, black serving uniform which is 
made entirely of crate paper so that it can easily and quickly be stripped off her body. No panties or 
brae are allowed to be worn beneath her uniform and she is not allowed ANY jewelry or other 
indigestible items in the serving room. Naturally, nobody, on the serving staff, wants to serve Brenda 
even though that person will receive an extra wage bonus. Thus, the Chef, personally selects the girl to 
serve Sandra's morsel and NOBODY dares to refuse the Chef's orders. 


Thus it was that Judy, a short, young redhead, with nicely proportioned tits and 
freckles and a sweet face, was selected for this evenings server. She was just the 
right size to fill Brenda's belly if the prepared serving was insufficient to satisfy 
her. The chef would have preferred a ore experienced waitress but decided upon 
Judy because she was adequate AND expendable. Naturally, Judy wasn't very 
pleased with this assignment but LeCleft reminded her that refusal to preform the 
task required of her, by the chef of the kitchen meant automatic selection as the 
next meal to be served at the restaurant. Refusal to serve z 
Brenda would mean certain death while, if she went ahead 
and preformed her duty, there was a decent chance she 
would survive the experience and receive a substantial tip, 
for danger pay, from the restaurant. Judy, knowing that the 
chef WOULD carry out his threat if she refused, 

\ sorrowfully accepted the assignment. She spent the last 
half- hout before Brenda was due to arrive, crying in kitchen and praying that 
Brenda would not arrive with an overly substantial appetite. 


The Customer's Satisfaction Is Always Guaranteed. 


When Brenda finally did arrive, at the restaurant, she was led into the private dinning room, where she 
usually ate her meals. The room was quite large as it was intended to serve 
banquets and wedding feasts in, (Yes some newly weds do serve human meat at the 
wedding feast, quite often cutesy of the groom's last ex-wife and her family.) These 
meals can be quite raunchy and brutal and thus the private banquet room is sound- 
proofed so the food's screams and pleas do not disturb the other dinners in the main 
dinning room. Brenda always eats in this room because she usually has quite a taste 
for live meat. It is quite the exception, to her normal dinning habit, that Sandra has 
had her life extinguished before her serving. Brenda requested this meal, in this 
fashion, out of respect and fondness for Sandra's mother. Although she will never 
know how her daughter's existence came to an end, Brenda would have felt a little 
guilty if she subjected her best friend's only child a slow, and brutal, demise by 
being digested to death. Usually she would have had absolutely no qualms about 
exposing her victims to such horrific fates she felt that she ought to show SOME 
mercy to poor, innocent Sandra. That being said, she had been planning on feasting 
upon this lovely young lady for years now. She had only put off the meal until the 
young girl reached full adulthood and her body reached its optimum ripeness. The 
only way that her body could have been more succulent would have been if she had 
been pregnant and near the point of giving birth to a child. Still... it became very 
clear that Sandra was a lesbian and thus was highly unlikely to get herself pregnant 
while her meat was in it's prime, so Brenda made the decision to have her harvested while she was in 
her early twenties and thus Sandra's fate was sealed. 


At least she could consider herself lucky. Only because of her mother's friendship with Brenda had she 
been spared the grisly fate of being swallowed alive and dissolving slowly into oblivium within the 
digestive chamber of Brenda's huge stomach. As difficult and brutal as her journey may have been, to 
get from her university dorm to meeting her end on a serving platter in a ritzy, cannibal restaurant, it 
most certainly could have been A LOT worse. Of course..., Sandra would have not likely appreciated 
this fact if she had had any idea what fate awaited her as she left her dormitory building, that day. At 
any rate, it made little difference now. She was just a slab of meat on a serving platter, just like so many 
other women, and it didn't make a whit of difference to her as such. She was simply an appetizing 
morsel about to be eaten. 


A Grand Entrance For The Guest Of Honor. 


Brenda was seated at a very large dinning table with well polished, silver cutlery and a huge plate of 
fine china. A bottle of expensive whine rested in a chilling bucket, full of ice, sitting on a little round 
table to her right. a huge linen napkin was laid across her lap. For a meal this size one needed to have 
an extremely large napkin. As the greeter left the room two young men entered through the door 
leading from the kitchen. One was pushing while the other pulled a large, silver trolley cart with a 
huge, silver domed serving platter resting upon it. Just ahead of them was a lovely, young redheaded 
serving maid dressed in a skimpy black maid's dress with frilly white laced trimmings. That accented 
her most feminine features. Brenda noticed that the young woman was visibly trembling and was 
clearly nervous in Brenda's presence. This was quite understandable as she WAS in the habit of eating 
her server girls. At this moment, however, she was far more interested in what lay beneath the cover of 
that silver platter. 


The each of the gentlemen grasped the handle of the tray, from each end, and lifted it, off the serving 
cart, onto her table, exerting some, obvious, physical effort as the tray weighed only slightly less than 
Sandra did, before she had been gutted and cleaned. Then the maid grasped the handle of the lid and 
lifted it off the platter, revealing Sandra's body, roasted to a golden brown with melted butter sauce 
dribbling down her sides and leaking from all of her over stuffed orifices. The delicious fragrance of 
human flesh, cooked to perfection, wafted from her naked body as she lay on her backside with her 
knees bent upward and her legs parted to reveal her cunt and asshole, drooling butter from both of 
them. Sitting on a much smaller plate, between her thighs, was her head, positioned so as to be looking 
right up into Brenda's eyes, her cooked, tear streaked face looking so heart broken as if to say, “I've 
been cooked like a roast pig!!! How could you do this to me???” 


Quality That You Can Taste. 


Brenda beamed and cried out, “Oh my! She looks just sumptuous.” Licking her lips, she wondered 
where to begin. Everything looked so tasty. Of course, she realized that she just had to start off with a 
fork-full of that sweet cunt. All of those years, she had patiently waited juicy little cunt steak to ripen. 
How many times, she had been tempted to just grab that little girl and pull her panties down around her 
knees and take a big bite out of her crotch and swirl that baby cunt around inside her mouth and gulp 
down her clitty meat. She would have to, if Sandra's mother hadn't always kept a watchful eye on her 
precious little girl. Of course, now she was grateful that she hadn't given into her natural craving for the 
child's vagina. Now there was so much more to enjoy, with her ample cleavage and fat, juicy rump of 
ass and thigh meat. Yes, her patience had certainly paid off. Sandra was, now, fully ripened and ready 
to be eaten and the chef had certainly done her justice by bringing out all the flavor of her intimate 
delicacies. 


Sandra seemed to watch with her pink eyeballs wide open and staring up at her, as Brenda shoved the 
her dinning fork into the moist, tender meat of her vagina. She sliced around the juicy mound of 
Sandra's sexual parts and proceeded to carve off the whole mound of the girl's privates. Hoisting the 
succulent fork full of tender flesh she proceeded to stuff it into her maw and chew the mouthful of 
tender meat. Salivating as she chewed Brenda took her time to fully enjoy the prize she had waited so 
long to claim. Spreading the lips of the quim she could still taste the salty flavor of Sandra's sweat and 
the ever so faint trace of the taste of her piss from the very last moments of her life. It was an exquisite 
mix of fragrances and flavors that made all of Brenda's betrayal well worth while, and even with this 
reward there was sooo much more to enjoy. 


Next upon gulping down Sandra's cunt the next delicacy to be savored was obvious. Those lovely blue 
eyes, framed by a background of pale pink virtually seemed to beg Brenda to, “EAT ME NEXT!”. The 
look of terror and agony in their straining vistas seemed to tell her of all the horrors she must have 
experienced in order to make the journey to arrive on this table and platter in order to pleasure Brenda's 
unusual dinning lusts. How could anyone resist eating those lovely eyes? Taking a specially spoon, 
made just for plucking out the eyeballs of young women, Brenda wedged the tip of the utensil beneath 
the bass of Sandra's eye socket, angling it sharply up towards her eyebrows and pressed it down 
beneath Sandra's left eyeball. Then pulling the handle down towards the tip of her nose, the eyeball 
came out of Sandra's socket with an audible popping sound. Rocking slightly in the cradle of Brenda's 
spoon. Hoisting into her mouth she turned the spoon over and dropped the eye onto her tongue, rolling 
the morsel in her mouth and wrapping, it completely withing the surface of her taste-buds. Constricting 
the eyeball withing the blanket of her tongue, she set to squeeze as much of the flavor from it as she 
could. Then, dexterously with only the application of the tongue muscles, she proceeded to position the 
eyeball between the front teeth and, sealing her lips, she bit down of the smooth, slippery surface if 
Sandra's eyeball. It burst inside Brenda's mouth and squirted out its delicious liquid center all over her 
taste-buds. “Uuummmmm.... Delicious!!!”. For those of you who have the wealth and power to be able 
to afford dinning upon other human beings, you know that eating the eyeballs of a healthy, young 
woman is a truly sumptuous experience. They may not be very filling but they always make the meal 
special. This was especially true for Brenda as she pictured poor Sandra's lovely beautiful, blue eye's 
straining in shear terror as she met her final end, realizing that there was no way to escape her horrific 
fate. Somehow, the thought of Brenda subjecting her victim to such intense suffering, all for her 
enjoyment, made her quiver with sexual delight. 


After devouring both eyeballs Brenda grasped Sandra's ponytail, like a handle, and lifted the lid of 
Sandra's head. The skull cap lifted free with a moist SMACK, exposing a gooey mass of steaming 
freshly, cooked brain pudding. Mixed with butter and onions, its aroma wafted into Brenda's nostrils. 
Brenda licked her lips and, shoving a soup spoon into the center of what used to be all of Sandra's 
knowledge and memories, She scooped out a big serving of brain meat and shoved it into her mouth. 
As she took the soft meat inside her maw she rolled her tongue around the flesh and imagined all of the 
time Sandra had wasted attending her university classes. If she had only known that she was going to 
end up as meat on somebody else s dinner plate, she wouldn't have spent so much time preparing for a 
career, or any future at all, for that matter. She could have spent all of her time just enjoying life, or 
what little of it she had coming to her. But she had no idea of her true purpose and so she stuffed her 
mind full of useless facts and information which she'd never be able to make use of. Instead all her 
learning was being devoured by a ruthless woman who only saw her as an appetizing meal. Still, all 
that education didn't seem to degrade the flavor of Sandra's brains. Perhaps, it even added texture to 
Sandra's brain meat. At any rate, Sandra could hardly complain about her fate now. She was just meat, 
after all, and certainly Brenda had no complaints about the state of Sandra's mind. 


Never Forget The Small Details. 


Eating brain pudding can be somewhat messy for someone who dines in a 
fine restaurant. With Sandra's brains dribbling from Brenda's lips, and down 
her chin, it became obvious that a wipe, with a napkin, was in order. The 
required napkin was, however, not among the table setting. This is why the 
waitress is required to wear a light paper uniform. Brenda, having enjoyed 
previous meals here, simply reached out and grasped the waist-line of 
Judy's short, black dress and ripped it off the poor, frightened serving girl... 
(RRRIUP!). Judy was nearly pulled over Brenda's lap and shrieked 
promptly pissing herself in terror. Brenda’ thought that it was a lovely touch Xa 
to add to the pomp of the meal, a little early, as she hadn't finished eating 

Sandra yet, but a pa display of shock and terror just the same. Judy, to her credit, quickly realized 

z that her death was not imminent and scrambled to regain her balance and 
posture. The last thing she wanted to do was offend her customer, especially 
since that could create an excuse to add the waitress to the meal. Left standing 
stark naked before her dinner, with pee running down her thighs a forming a 
puddle at her feet, Judy took a deep breath and attempted to appear as if 
nothing exceptional had just occurred, as Brenda wiped her chin with the rag 
that had once been her uniform. She could not help but tremble before Brenda 
but she stood at attention, in her place, beside the table, standing in her pool 

74 of piss. She simply had to endure and NOT PANIC! She might just make it 
Stout of this room, under her own locomotion, IF SHE DIDN'T make any 


mistakes. 


Brenda continued to devour her meal, heartily, stripping Sandra's flesh from her bones with gusto. 
Breasts, buttocks, thighs and arms all picked clean of their tender meats. As Judy watched her customer 
reduce Sandra to bare bones, she could not help feeling more and more nervous. “HOLEY SHIT! This 
woman had an unquenchable appetite for human meat! It looked as if Sandra's flesh wasn't going to fill 
this huge woman's belly at all and it looked, more and more, like someone else would have to finish the 
job. That someone else was clearly Judy, already naked and ready to be swallowed alive. By this point 
in the meal, Judy would have made a run for her life, irregardless of what the chef might do to her, 
except that the men, who had rolled Sandra into the dinning room, had taken the time to shackle the 
waitress to the heavy, wooden table. There could be no escape. Brenda noticed the tears streaming 
down the serving girls cheeks and the sweat running down her buttocks. She half expected the girl to 
shit herself. 


Still Judy managed to maintain the slightest posture of decorum and stood a attention, in-spite of the 
occasional sniffle of fear. Brenda, was reasonably satisfied with her meal, but she did feel that there 
was room for a little desert. Judy would make a lovely addition to her dinner but she couldn't help but 
be impressed with the woman's courage and fortitude. In a most unusual display of mercy, Brenda 
informed the waitress that she was quite pleased with the meal and was ready to pay the bill. One of the 
men, who had brought Sandra in earlier, brought the debit machine to Brenda's table. Brenda swiped 
her card and paid the bill and asked Judy to give her complements to the chef. Judy could not believe 
her luck but she knew That she wouldn't be safe until she got back to the kitchen. The man unlocked 
her shackles and escorted Judy out of the room. Judy nearly ran the whole way. She didn't pause to pass 
her message on to the chef. Instead she informed him that she quit and put her cloths on, without even 
taking a shower, and left for home. Later, that week, she received her last paycheck for that day 


including the hefty bonus that she had been promised if she survived the the meal. She was the only 
server who had ever lived to collect that bonus. She wasn't told that, of course. It didn't, however, 
succeed in coxing her back to work for the restaurant. Nothing was worth that risk! 


And That's A Wrap 


And so we see how human meat passes along the chain of business's owned by Andre Levoue, a true 
entrepreneur, who saw the market for human meat where others simple could not bring themselves to 
look. If you SHOULD hear the name of Suffrage Farms, outside of this story, then clearly you are 
rubbing shoulders with some very wealthy and influential folks. Lucky you. If you should happen to 
tour their facilities and you don't work there, Yeh..., then its likely that your not so lucky at all. Either 
way..., them's the breaks. Be sure to have a great day. After all, you never know what tomorrow will 
bring your way. 


